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& SECRET HIDING 
PLACE! 
e@ 


SEE © 
MUC#H B00 BOO 
ups: 


THERE'S THE CAD HE PUT 
HIS MUDDY ID! 


TILL THINK OF A SUITABLE 
WAY TO (NVEST THIS MONEY. 
Foe B00 IS TOO YOUNG AND 


(THERE iT IS! 
THE BAKERY! 


COVER IT WITH DE= 
4] LICIOUS ICING AND 
Waite 
||. SIRTHDAY, BOO 
1) .@O0.0N THE TOP! 


QOESN'T bod ee Ee / 
IT LOOKS 


\| IT LOOK : 
| BEAUTIFUL? ay ¢ a DELICIOUS ! 


++-Z BELIEVE 
SAVED TT UP! | 


THIS IS YOUR BIRTHOAY, 

I HADDA BLY YA 

SOMETHIN’ TERRIFIC 
BOO B00. 


“GOLLY; YOGI, T'LL NEVER: 
BE ABLE TO EAT THE 
“WHOLE CAKE! 


HEY, YOGI, I. THINK I KNOW WHERE THERE'S 
WHERE WE CAN GET A HONEY FOR SURE, 800-800... 


HONEY INA BEE- 


Hive! 


HOLD IT, MCNUTT! 
CINDY IS MY GIRL 
AND... 


V WHAT HAPPENED, 
‘YOGI? WHER’ 


| 2M suceo menutT! 
NOW YA KNOW MY NAME, 


BABY, I'AIN'T NO STRANGER! 


~ WHAT'S YOUR 


NAME, 
2 


LET'S GO. DUM-DUM WON'T 
Sav A ue 


WORD. 


Z 
THESE HANDS ARE 
DEADLY WEAPONS! 
I/M NOT GOING TO TAKE 
IT EASY. ON'HIM,! 


HOW WAS I To KNOW SiussO 16 A 


DON'T FEEL BapLy, BREAK BOARDS KUNG Fu 
YOGI! YOU REALLY - 


I CINDY WiLL Love Yoa. 26 
BEAAND, ME TOO! You THE FLOORS, 
cea : “SLIPPERY! 


(‘T BROUGHT “You. 
SOME HONEY FoR 
| Your BIRTHDAY! 


ey 
GASP! CINDY'S I NEVER WOULD 

THE CuLpRit / HAVE BELIEVEO 
i / ss 


YOG! DOESN'T 


eB BUT, HE ALWAYS 
omrclumey! PLEASES ME IN 
THE END! 


T REALLY MADE 
A BIG HIT WITH 


YOU GAVE CINDY TH 
A WHOLE HiVE IT HER TODAY! 
OF HONEY? f 


STAR 


BEAR IS BORN 


Yogi Bear poked his nose out of the bushes and 
stared at-the huge, picnic basket on the greund near 
the camper’s tent. The hungry bear drooled as he 
dreamed about delicious goodies. : 

Visions of cakes, candies and cookies danced in his 
head. Thinking about submarine sandwichos, pickles 
and potate salad made him lick his lips in anticipation. 

Yogi couldn't resist the tempting treat before him. 
Fantastic, finger licking good food was only a few feet 
away. He couldn’t help himself. He knew that he had 
to snatch that picnic basket! 

Cautiously, he looked around. It was all clear. The 
camper was still inside of his tent. Slowly, Yogi crept 
out of the bushes. Silently, he tipteed toward the 
tempting, picnic basket. A few, more feet and he 
would be home free. 

Just as he slipped his paw around the handle of the 
basket, Ranger Smith popped out of the bushes. 

“Drop that picnic basket, you bear bandit! I caught 
you red-handed this time!” Ranger Smith” shouted 
angrily. Cap 3 

Quickly, Yogi turned around and headed for the 
hills, If he was going to be punished, he figured that 
he might as well be punished for eating the food as 

_ well as for snatching the basket. y 
_ “See you later, Mr. Ranger, Sir!” shouted Yogi as he 
tipped his hat to Ranger Smith and made a mad dash 
for the forest. 

The camper inside of the tent heard. the racket out- 
‘side. He wondered what wes going on. The man 
stepped outside just in time to see Yogi-go zipping past 
him. Hot on Yogi's furry heels was the Ranger. The 
camper watched in awe as the two residents of 
Jellystone Park zoomed away from the campsite. 

Yogi was only inches away from escaping Ranger 
Smith's outstretched hands when he hit a slick spot on 
the grass, Yogi tripped, slipped and went flying up 
inte the air. He did a triple somersault and then landed 
in the babbling brook with a loud splash! 

Food was scattered everywhere on'the grass, Yogi 
poked his head up out of the water and saw that 

» Ranger Smith was staring down at him. 

“i'm going to throw the book at you this time, 
Yogi!” warned the Ranger. 

“No, you won't, Ranger,” called the camper. “i'm 
not pressing charges against that beer, He's. a natural 


born clown! I'm Colonel T. P. Barley, the owner of the 
‘Barley Brothers’ Circus’. I'm going to make a star out 
of that basket stealing bear!’ the Colonel predicted. 

Ranger Smith was dumbfpunded. He watched in 
awe as Colonel Barley helped Yogi out of the brook. 

“Seeing you swipe that basket and trip like that 
made me laugh so hard that my belly almost burst,” 
the Colonel said to Yogi as they walked away. “From 
now on, you're working for me as the star clown of my 
traveling circus. All you have to do is to pretend to 
snatch picnic baskets, trip and flip in the air, and land 
in a big bucket of water twice a day for the rest of your 
natural life!’ 

“'m a star!” Yogi muttered over and over again 07 
the Colonel led him away. “I'm a star! I'm going to bey 
the star of the circus!” 

The Ranger watched as the Colonel packed up hia 
gear and loaded it and Yogi Bear into his truck. Sadly, 
the Ranger stood there as they drove away. He didn’t 
want to admit it, but he was going to miss good, old, 
Yogi. Jellystone Park just wouldn't be the same 
without a bear bandit to chase. 

Weeks passed. Months passed. The name “Yog! 
Bear’ became well known at every county fair in the 
country. A bear star had been born! © 

“E sure miss Yogi,” stated Ranger Smith as he 
lowered @ riewspaper in which there was an article 
about the Barley Brothers’ Circus. 

“| do, too, Chief,” admitted another ranger as he 
leaned across the picnic table they were seated at. 

“We -might as well eat our lunch. Maybe thot'll 
cheer us up,” replied Ranger Smith as he reached for 
the picnic basket on the table. 

Just then, a furry paw reached out of the bushes and 
snatched the basket away from the two rang 

“It couldn't be him, could it?” asked Ranger Smith 
as he watched his lunch disappear. 

“It's me, Mr. Ranger, Sir!’ announced Yogi proudly 
as he popped up out of the bushes. "! quit the circus. 
Swiping picnic baskets wasn’t any fun without you to 
chaea ma.” he explained as he tipped his hat politely. 

“Come pack with my lunch!” yelled Ranger Smith: 
as he began te chase Yogi. Off into the woods, they 
went. 

The other ranger laughed and shook his head as he 
watched them run over hill and dale, “Now, everyth- 
ing is back te normal,” he said. 544) 
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IT'S YOUR OWN FAULT ‘YOU'RE 
FREEZING, YOGI! I WARNED 
YOU THERE'D BE A DRAFT 
IN THE CAVE BECAUSE OF; 
THE TUNNEL THEY 
DUG. 


THERE'S AN EMPTY HOUSE UPON 
HAUNTED HILL! YOU TWO 
CAN MOVE RIGHT IN/ 


YOU SEE ? IT's 
DISAPPEARED ! JUST AN EMPTY OLD 
THEY PROBABLY HOUSE, c 


HOW CAN WE TELL 
IF WE'RE REALLY SEEIN/ 
THEM OR JUST THINK 
WE DO? 


TLL START THE 
FIRE, BOO BOO. SEE IF 
YOU CAN FIND SOME 

MORE WOOD, 


WE GOTTA 
GET RID OF 
THESE DUMMIES, 
Ace! 


MMR. SMITH WAS RIGHT. 
IM. IMAGINING L 


GOLLY, L'M 
IMAGININ! 


GLASSES. HE ACTS Li 
WE AIN'T EVEN 


LIKE MR. SMITH SAID, WE 
MIGHT eae nee Apes 
SEE 


MR. SMITH TOLD US 
WE MIGHT IMAGINE 
WE'D HEAR AND SEE 

STRANGE THINGS, 

REMEMBER? 


WE'LL GRAB THE 

LITTLE GUY! THE BIG 

ONE WILL’ RUN LIKE A 
JACKRABBIT! 


THESE DUMMIES. 

KEEP THINKIN' WE'RE 

NOT FOR REAL, 
TEX! 


GONNA 
CONVINCE ‘EM 
WE'RE REAL 

GHOSTS ? 


| (T'S. NICE AND WARM, 
ISN'T 17, BOO BOO! 


I'M STILL SCARED OF 
BUT B00 800 
> 1S MY FRIEND! 


‘YOU. WUZ’ WRONG, TEX ! 
THE BIG GUY AIN'T SCARED 
THOUGHT. 


YOU'RE A FUNNY 


THAT'S ME, MARSHAL-- F VOU'RE OUTLAWS) AND THERE'S py 
JAMES JESSE, THE A REWARD FOR YOUR 
CAPTURE, JESSE. 


THAT 
CAN'T BE RIGHT, 
MR. SMITH. THE 
JESSE GANG'S 
ALL OFAD/ 


DID YOU IMAGINE WHAT WE 


IMAGINED, ANR. SMITH? I MEAN 
SEEIN’ THEM GHOSTS AND 
ALL? 


‘6 FORGET THE WHOLE THING, 
oail I'LL HAVE YOUR CAVE 
REPAIRED AND YoU CAN MOVE 


